Some Things Are Better Left Unsaid 


Author: Shag 

Bands: Megadeth, Metallica 

Characters: Dave Mustaine, Dave Mustaine, Jason Newsted 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Fri May 17 2013 14:10:05 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Some Things Are Better Left Unsaid 


Author's Notes: 
Right. This is an apology to all you guys for not updating in a while. I\'ll take this opportunity to justify myself 
and tell you that | have some rather large exams in three weeks or so, so | have hardly had time to write. | 


won\'t be able to update my stuff for, like, five or so weeks. Sorry and thanks! Enjoy (if you can) 


Wandering hands woke Jason in the dead of day. 


‘Ugh, Dave,' he groaned and tried to roll over again, but to no avail. An elegant, defined forearm landed on his 


hip and pinned him down, whilst a mess of crazy red curls spilled across his chest as Dave laid his head there. 


‘Can hear you breathing, Dave announced presently. 


‘Did you really have to wake me up for that? Jason groaned, rubbing sleep out of his eyes. ‘It's two in the 


afternoon and | have to at the studio by seven tonight: 


‘Yeah, | did, Dave said smugly. 


‘You know, | really like you and all, but can | sleep now? Jason was getting slightly annoyed. 


Dave lifted his head and pouted at him. The sight was something Jason would never forget, and he burst out 
laughing in spite of himself. 


‘No. | was thinking: 

Hm? 

Caramel eyes grew downcast and a sheepish expression came over Dave's face. 

‘| need to tell you something: 

‘Then tell me. | won't judge, Jason said. 

‘Yes you will. | don't know how to say it; Dave admitted, biting his lip and looking concerned. ‘It doesn't matter: 
Shit, Dave. What is it? Is it serious?” Jason was getting worried now. 

‘No, it's okay. | can't say. Don't worry, go back to sleep, Dave muttered and rolled over, away from Jason. 
But Jason was fully awake now and he couldn't let it drop. 

‘Look, Dave, you can either tell me now or I'll get it out of you the hard way. | need to know. Please.’ 

The only response he got was a grunt. 

‘Okay, hard way it is then’ 

With that said, he draped his arm around Dave and gently coaxed him over so he was lying on his back, and 
expression of utter defiance on his face. His rough fingers coasted over defined pectorals and down Dave's 


stomach, making him quiver inadvertently. 


‘Oh, no, Newsted. That is not going to work If you tickle me, | swear to God-" Dave began, but Jason shut him 
up with a finger on his lips. 


‘Not going to tickle you. Got something else planned: 
As soon as those words were out of his mouth, Dave knew exactly what was going on 


‘Why you cheeky little fuck: 


Jason said nothing, but gently teased the sheet down past Dave's waist, revealing him in all his glory. They 
were both still naked from their .. activities .. beforehand, and Jason was supremely glad because if they 
weren't, there wouldn't be a chance in hell Dave would let him get his clothes off for this. 

Dave jolted as Jason's cold fingers met his cock and began teasing around his balls, and Jason snickered evilly. 
Dave couldn't stop his body reacting. Already, he was at half mast. Jason lewdly spat into his hand and then 
began stroking Dave up to full hardness. The guitarist's large, slender hands bunched in the sheets and a hiss 
escaped him. 


‘Not going to work, Jase: 

Jason simply chuckled and began a slow rhythm. He could feel his own dick getting hard, but he had to ignore 
his own needs right now if he wanted to get this secret out of Dave. 

Before too long, Dave's hips were driving up off the bed into Jason's fist, and he was cursing softly under his 
breath. he, unlike Jason, had forgotten all about the secret. Jason was listening closely for the words that he'd 
need to hear in order to carry his plan to fulfillment. 

‘Jason, I'm gonna come,’ was panted in a low, sultry voice, and Jason nearly came himself. But these were the 
code words he needed, and when he heard them he completely withdrew from Dave's cock and grabbed his 


hands, locking them in his wrists. 


‘What?! Dave nearly yelled at him, his eyes wide and the pupils blown A sneer was beginning to form on his 


face 

Tell me: 

‘Oh my God! 
Tell me: 

‘Let me come: 


Dave struggled against Jason's grip, and for a second Jason thought he'd lost it. However, he managed to get a 
knee on top of Dave's wrists, pinning him down completely. 


‘Not until you tell me: 
‘Fuck you, Jason: 
‘Tell me, and you can: 


‘Please, just let me come: 


‘No! 


Their gazes met, icy blue on smouldering caramel. Neither looked away, until finally Dave, with his hands and 


entire body pinned down by Jason's muscular frame, gave in and rolled his eyes. 
‘Fine, I'll fucking tell you: 


‘Oh, good. I'm listening, Jason said happily, getting back to work on Dave's cock The redhead let out a loud, 
satisfied groan as the sensations returned. He could feel himself getting close again. 


‘Uh: 

Cane 

‘It's just that oh God ! 

‘Keep going: 

‘I uh, I'm gonna.’ 

Jason flicked his tongue against Dave's slit, gathering up the pearlescent fluid there. 


‘ Jason fuckyoulllikeWinger,' Dave gasped out in one heaving breath as he blew his load all over Jason's hand, 
chest, and neck. 


Jason froze. 

You what? ' 

‘Do not make me say that again: 

You should not have told me that; Jason said gleefully. 


‘You said you wouldn't judge!’ Dave said, his voice getting dangerously close to a whine. 
‘tm not judging. I'm just laughing. | thought you hated glam rock! 


‘Yeah, well’ Dave grumbled, crossing his arms and pulling a face. 


‘Oh, Dave. | honestly don't care, Jase laughed, crawling back up the bed and planting a kiss on Dave's mouth. He 
wiped Dave's come on the bedsheet and settled in beside him. 


‘Really? Dave said, turning to face Jason. 


‘No, hell no. | don't give a fuck. But there are thousands of Megadeth fans out there who would, the bassist 


sniggered. 

‘Fuck you. 

‘| won't tell anybody: 

‘How do | know? 

‘You strike a bargain with me: 

‘Yeah? What does that entail? 

‘You get over here and let me ride you now, | don't tell anybody later: 


‘Deal: 


